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"Are you shittin me?" DJ stared at his bandmates James and Nikki, his eyes wide with surprise. 


"Oh, come on, DJ, you've known for a year or more that we're together. What so surprising about us wanting 
to formalize things? Even if it's not legal since the state legislature sucks," Nikki said. "Fuck Prop 8 with a 
goddamn pineapple." 


DJ and James both snickered at that, even while wholly agreeing with the sentiment. 


"We'd originally hoped to have a wedding in Massachusetts, since it is legal there, or in Connecticut,” James 
said. "But when we did a little more research into the requirements, we found out that we'd have to be 
residents of either state, simply because two men getting married isn't legal anywhere else in the US. | guess 
they're trying to avoid the situation of men traveling there to get married and then go back home and start 
up lawsuits when they can't get spousal benefits from their jobs or whatever because their marriages aren't 
recognized by the state they actually live in Probably worried that the fuckers in the federal government will 


try to knock down their laws allowing the marriages, y'know?" 


"Yeah, | can see that bullshit," DJ agreed. "Bet they're shitting themselves in anticipation of the day a same- 
sex couple who lived and married there move to a different state for a job they can't afford not to take, and 


do just what you said, the lawsuits and stuff." 


"Anyway, when James first proposed, he suggested that if we decided we didn't want to fly cross-country to 
do a ceremony that wouldn't mean shit out here anyway, we could do up a ceremony of our own in the 
backyard of our house or something," Nikki said. "And suggested maybe you could officiate for us. So, since the 
destination wedding is out, | figured we should ask you to officiate. And yeah, itll be at our place, we'll keep it 


nice and informal, people can swim and shit if they want." 


"We're still trying to decide if we wanna man the grill ourselves or hire caterers or whatever," James added. 
"As for the ceremony, we can do something like a handfasting or jump over a broom or whatever. | can always 
research other traditional methods of marriage from cultures that didn't have church services or marriage 
licenses. | mean, the real point is celebrating a commitment with our friends and family, right? So it would 
mean a lot if you'd officiate for us." 


"I'd be fuckin’ honored," DJ said. "When are you doing this, though? Now that | got Guns N' Roses to consider 
as well as you guys, scheduling could get messy. Although it looks like I'll be pretty flexible for the rest of this 
year. l'm not supposed to tour with them until 2010." 


"We'd hoped for this summer, but | hear you on messy fuckin’ schedules," Nikki laughed. "Since the Crue 


reunion actually happened and all, we've got shows up through September Gih 


"Well, that's Saturday of Labor Day weekend," James said, thinking out loud. "We could try for Monday the Th, 
but we might be better off having it on the following Saturday, the 12th? That way there'd be a little more 


travel time built in for anyone who's coming in from out of town" He grinned wryly and added, "I know, that'll 
mostly be my family. But if it's on a Saturday, they can party into the night, then catch a flight home on 
Sunday so the kids will get back to school on Monday. And more to the point, we won't piss off the neighbors 
by having a possibly loud party on a weeknight, when they've gotta get up early for work the next day." 


"Good point, | hadn't thought of that," Nikki admitted. "So, can you make sure you're free on September 12th, 
DJ? We really do want you for this, dude." 


"Yeah, I'll make sure lm free," DJ said with a smile. "This is fuckin’ wild, | never figured on anyone asking me to 
officiate at their wedding ceremony, even one that don't have any legal standing. But | love it" He laughed and 
added, "You two freaked me the fuck out when you told me you'd hooked up, but you're good together, even an 


idiot like me can see that, so yeah, congrats, you two." 


"Thanks," James said. "And you're not allowed to call yourself an idiot. Nikki and | only have smart friends, 


y'know? And you're more than a friend, you're family." 
DJ blushed a little. "Thanks, dude." 


FEKE 


James took care of the bulk of the research and planning, since Nikki was busy with Motley Crue's tour, 
although the couple consulted each other regularly, via phone or email, during the times that Nikki was away. 
They chose to go with a variant of the neopagan handfasting as something to make a decent ceremonial show 
without turning the day into a parody of the traditional wedding that they couldn't have, at least not yet. 
Maybe someday. 


They compiled their guest list, having decided to do their best to keep the numbers down since the whole thing 
was happening at their home, and ended up with a total of 32 people on the list including themselves. Once they 
had that number, they ordered the official invitations. 


Nikki came home for a long weekend, which they used to taste-test cakes from a local bakery as well as to 
look at the catering options. In the end, they decided to go with BBQ as being a fairly universal crowd-pleaser, 
and picked four options that they hoped would accommodate the dietary preferences of all their quests: pulled 
pork BBQ sandwiches, BBQ chicken, grilled shrimp skewers, and grilled tofu and veggie skewers. Then for sides, 
they chose a fairly basic "house" type of salad, coleslaw, corn on the cob, baked beans, macaroni and cheese, 


pasta salad, three-bean salad, and potato salad. 


When Nikki headed back on the road, James took the menu listing to the local print shop to get the RSVP cards 
and envelopes printed up. Then when those were finished, he mailed out all the invitations except for the ones 
for DJ and the other three guys in Motley Crue. No point in mailing theirs when they were on the road; Nikki 
had three invitations with him to hand out personally, and would email him with their meal choices plus those 
of their plus-ones. He vaguely recalled meeting Vince's wife Lia at one point, but he wasn't sure if Tommy was 
seeing anyone after splitting up with Pam again last year, and he had no idea what Mick's personal life was like, 
as the older man tended to avoid most socializing due to his health problems. 


A few days later, the phone rang, and James picked up. "Hello?" 
"Hey babe," Nikki's warm voice sounded in his ear. "How's everything going? No major problems, | hope?" 


"None so far," James said with a smile. "Got most of the RSVPs back, including your email with Crue's food 
picks for themselves and their ladies. And talked Donna into letting me take her and Frankie-Jean shopping for a 
dress. | mean, | know we're going pretty casual with this whole thing, but | figured Frankie-Jean would want 
something cute, a sundress or something like that. | mean, she's gonna be our flag-waver, plus I'm gonna give 
her that necklace as part of the ceremony." They'd decided that at 8, she was really too old to be a flower 
girl, but they did want to include her in the wedding party somehow. Nikki had the bright idea of her preceding 
the two of them down the aisle with a rainbow flag, which she would place in a stand behind DJ. 


"Be still my heart!" Nikki laughed. "You actually got Donna to commit to something?" 


"Well, she committed to it, but the trip is supposed to happen day after tomorrow," James laughed in return. 
"Let's see if she remembers her commitment" 


Nikki snorted. "Yeah, that's even odds if she'll remember or not. When's your family coming in?" 


"My parents are gonna come out over Labor Day weekend," James said. "They're getting a hotel, though, said 
they'd like the chance to do some sightseeing as long as they're coming to visit, plus they don't wanna get in 
our way while we're doing all the last-minute stuff. My brother and sister-in-law and their kids won't be out 
until the day before the ceremony. Dave and Kim hoped to have more time, but the kids will only miss the one 
day of school this way.” 


"We'll have to have them visit during a school break or something," Nikki said. "Give them a chance to do the 
tourist thing, too." 


‘I'd like that," James said. "I hope Carson and London get along okay with Frankie-Jean 


"Frankie-Jean's usually pretty easygoing, they should be fine," Nikki said. "And they'll all be hyper anyway. Load 


‘em up on sugar and then let ‘em work it off in the pool.” 


"True enough," James laughed. "I should call Dave and remind him that they should pack bathing suits. Pool 


season's about over in Michigan" 


"Yeah, | don't doubt that! You're sure everything's going okay, though, babe?" Nikki asked. "I hate being away 


and leaving all the planning on your head." 


"Everything's good, Nik, | promise," James said, his voice affectionate. "The vendors are all confirmed, all the 
RSVPs came in, so we have the food choices set, too. DJ's got his speeches pretty well memorized, or at least 
he thinks he does, and at this point, we're really just waiting for you to come home. Frankie-Jean's been asking 


how soon you'll be here - and | miss you." 


Nikki smiled. "Believe me, | miss you too, babe," he said softly. "And | can't fuckin wait to get home and feel 
your arms around me. Just another week. You're sure you're okay with us not going on some kind of 


honeymoon?" 


"We can go on a trip anytime," James said. "Well, anytime we get our schedules to match," he amended with a 
chuckle. "No, you're gonna be just in from the road, and you're supposed to have Frankie-Jean for at least 
three weeks if not a month to make up for the time you couldn't have her here due to your tour. | know you 
don't wanna miss your time with her, and honestly, neither do |. | know | got no legal standing as far as she's 
concerned, but helping you raise her is as close as I'll get to having a kid of my own, and | love when the three 


of us do things as a family. I'm just glad she accepts me as another adult in her life." 


The two continued to talk for another half hour or so before Nikki, out on the East Coast, needed to call it a 
night and go to sleep. Even though it was early in California, James also decided to turn in, as hearing Nikki's 


voice relaxed him enough that he felt sleepy as well 


James's parents, Del and Sara, flew to California on the day of Motley Crue's last show of the tour. He picked 
them up at LAX and settled them at their hotel, then took them out to dinner. To his pleasure, they both 


voiced their approval of his relationship with Nikki. 


| know you worried, back when you first came out to us," Del told James over the meal. "But despite what 
our church might have to say, we don't believe that God would condemn anyone for loving someone else, no 


matter if they're a man or a woman" 


"What's more," Sara put in, "Its easy to see how good Nikki is for you. I'm sure you still have your struggles, 
but you've been on a much more even keel since the two of you got together. I'm guessing its because you 


have him to lean on" 


James smiled. "Yeah, Mom, it is. | swear, we take turns propping each other up at times. But yeah, it means 
that these days, | have someone to catch me if | start to fall Nikki says | do the same for him. And that goes 
for the small things as well as the big ones. Did | tell you the story of the Christmas cookies?" 


"No, so start telling,” Sara ordered with a grin. 


James launched into the tale of Nikki's attempt to bake cookies from scratch at his daughter's request, and of 
his failure due to his misunderstanding of baking terms - although he did leave out the part about how they'd 


occupied themselves while waiting for the cookies to cool off enough to decorate! 


Del and Sara both cracked up at that story, and dinner finished with all three of them in merry moods. When 
James dropped them back at their hotel, his father smiled. "| know that Nikki's getting home sometime 
tomorrow," he said. "So we made plans for tomorrow and Monday both. We'll come see you two on Tuesday, 


okay?" 
"Sounds good, Dad," James said. "Love you, Mom, Dad." 


"Love you too, James," Sara told him, as the three of them hugged. They headed inside and James got back in 
the car, heading for the house. 


When Nikki arrived home a little past noon, he and James took full advantage of Del and Sara going sightseeing 
on their own. Aside from making food, they pretty much stayed holed up in their bedroom from the time Nikki 


walked in the door, until their alarm went off on Tuesday morning. 


The rest of the week flew by, with Del and Sara helping out with any last-minute tasks. Frankie-Jean, who 
came over on Wednesday to start her scheduled time with her father, charmed the older couple. She quickly 
accepted them, calling them Grampa Del and Gramma Sara. They were more than happy to accept her as a 


bonus grandchild in return. 


FEKK 


Saturday dawned with stereotypical southern California cloudless blue skies and warm weather. The caterers, 


who also supplied chairs and tables so everyone could eat comfortably, arrived early to set up the chairs and 


tables, and to get the smoker and the grill into position behind the serving tables. Rather than the formality of 
a full-service dinner, quests would collect their own plates - main course checked by their names against a 
master list - and sit where they chose. 


DJ arrived next, with his girlfriend. She headed up to help fix Frankie-Jean's hair and thrilled the girl by gifting 
her with her first lip gloss and showing her how to apply it without making a mess. Meanwhile, DJ performed 
host duties, greeting guests and directing them through to the back yard, plus letting them know where they 
could stow their bags if they brought their bathing suits for after the ceremony. 


Once all the quests had arrived, DJ hurried upstairs to let James, Nikki, Frankie-Jean, and his girlfriend know 
that they were ready to start. They all trooped downstairs and Frankie-Jean picked up her flag, unfurling it and 
holding it high as DJ made his way to the front of the gathering and his girlfriend hurried to a seat. 


Once Nikki saw DJ in place, he touched his daughter's shoulder lightly. "Okay, sweetie, looks like showtime. The 
holder for the flag is right up front by DJ, and he'll give you a hand if you have trouble getting it into the 
holder, okay? And then go sit by Gramma Sara" 


"Okay, Daddy," Frankie-Jean said with a smile. She shook out the flag and started towards DJ as an 
instrumental version of Life Is Beautiful played softly over their outdoor sound system. Waving the flag 
proudly, she strutted down the aisle and carefully placed it in the holder, then gave everyone a big grin before 
darting to her seat between Sara and Del. 


Nikki and James followed her, hand in hand, and stood before Du. 

DJ smiled at his bandmates, then started to speak. "Dearest friends and family, we've come here to show 
these two beautiful people our love and support today! To celebrate them as they join their lives together. 
Partnership isn't something to be entered into lightly. The uniting of two paths into a single journey asks us to 
be thoughtful, intentional, and honest. Partnership brings with it a deep realization of our responsibility and 
commitment to our partner, and the understanding that love, loyalty, compassion, and compromise are the 
foundations of a happy and enduring home." 

Nikki and James smiled softly at one another, and James gave Nikki's hand a squeeze. 

DJ asked, "Nikki, do you come here today to join your path with James for life?" 

"| do," Nikki said decisively. 

"James, do you come here today to join your path with Nikki for life?" DJ asked. 


"I do," James answered, softly but firmly. 


DJ smiled at them and continued, "Nikki and James will now exchange rings, and the words they've written for 


each other. These words are promises they make to each other, to keep each day of their lives together.’ 


Nikki slid a plain gold band onto James's ring finger. "James, you're my best friend and my beloved. You're the 
rock when | need stability and my refuge when | need shelter. With you, I've found happiness and love, and l'm 
proud to call myself yours." 


James had to blink a bit before he managed to slide the ring onto Nikki's finger. "Nikki, you've brought more joy 
into my life than | ever knew was possible. You lend me strength when | falter and comfort when | need it 
most. With you, I've found happiness and love, and I'm proud to call myself yours." Then he pulled out a 


necklace. “Frankie-Jean, will you come up here, please?" 
Frankie-Jean blinked but stepped forward at a nudge from Sara 


James dropped to one knee to be on her level, smiling. "Frankie-Jean, your dad is someone very important to 
me. But you're also someone very important to me. Will you accept me as your dad's partner and as someone 


who loves you?" 
"Yes," Frankie-Jean said, her eyes wide. 


James lifted the necklace and clasped the chain around her neck; a golden Mobius strip engraved with the 
words Chosen Family Forever dangled from the chain. Nikki dropped to one knee beside the two of them and 
they all grabbed each other in a group hug. The two men stood, and Frankie-~Jean went back to her seat, 
beaming. 


DJ resumed the ceremony. "And now, Nikki and James have asked us to join them in a handfasting to symbolize 
the joining of two individual paths merging into one, and the start of a journey they will continue on together. 
Nikki, James, please take each other's hand" 


They clasped their hands, smiling softly at one another, as DJ pulled out a length of black silken cord. 


"Handfasting is an old tradition With each wrap of the cord, you deepen your commitment to each other, 
vowing to respect and support one another, to grow with each other, to offer each other compassion and 
understanding, and to take each new challenge and adventure as it comes, together. Let this bond be strong and 
loving!" DJ wrapped the cord around their hands and wrists and tied it off with a knot, loosely enough so that 
they'd be able to slide their wrists out without untying the knot after the ceremony. Then he grinned and 
announced, "By the authority invested in me by absolutely nobody, | now pronounce you partners for life. You 


may now kiss your partner!" 


Nikki and James kissed as half the guests cracked up at DJ's declaration. Grinning as they pulled back, the 
bound couple walked back up the aisle to cheers from their friends and family. 


"We're just gonna put the binding cord away safely," James said, "so we'll be back out in a couple minutes." 


"So you folks get this party started," Nikki said. "The pool's there, | think Tommy was gonna take care of the 


music, and I'm sure our amazing caterers will let us know when we can start eating!" 


He tugged James into the house with him, laughing as he heard a "Fuck you, Sixx!" from Tommy, followed by a 


female voice he didn't recognize scolding, "Tommy Lee, you watch your mouth! There are kids here!" 

They hurried upstairs and slid their wrists from the cord, hanging it on the wall over their bed. Then they 
headed back down to join their guests. The remainder of the afternoon and evening passed in a blur of 
pleasure, with good food, swimming, dancing, and pleasant conversations. 

When everyone finally said their goodbyes late that night, Nikki and James got a sleepy Frankie-~Jean tucked 
into bed. "G'night, Daddy," she murmured, giving Nikki a kiss on the cheek. Then she bestowed a kiss on James 
as well. "G'night.. Daddy James." 


"Good night, sweetie," the men chorused, James sounding more than a little choked up. "Sleep tight." 


Nikki had to pull James down the hall to their bedroom. "Hey, babe.. if you ever worried about it, | think you 


know now that she accepts you." 
"Yeah," James said, blinking away tears. "I'm glad. | love you, Nikki Sixx, now and forever." 


"As | love you, James Michael,” Nikki said. "Now and forever." And then he leaned in for a kiss full of promise, 


hope, and love. 


